TEXTS   AND   PRETEXTS

How slippery are thy paths, how sure thy fall,
How art thou nothing, when thou art most of all !

JOHN  HALL.

Let him lean

Against his life, that glassy interval
'Twixt us and nothing ;  and, upon the ground
Of his own slippery breath, draw hueless dreams,
And gaze on frost-work hopes.   Uncourteous Death
Knuckles the pane and . . .

THOMAS   LOVELL  BEDDOES.

I84